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As long as mankind has been able to write there 
has been graffiti. The origins date back to when 
cavemen would carve into walls and trees leaving 
abstract marks and symbols. 


In the 60's, kids scribbled their nicknames, football 
teams and gang names onto local property creating 
a public identity for the streets. 


The 70's saw graffiti used as a form of expression 
by youths trying to get their point across. The Skins 
and Punks used pots of white paint to let the world 
know exactly what they thought. 


In the early 80's, a new wave of youth culture came 
across from America. Along with rapping, DJing 

and break-dancing came a new style of graffiti art as 
part of the 4 elements. Kids started changing their 
favourite band names written on walls for new tag 
names with a focus on style and letter arrangement. 
The old simple lettering tumed into big bubble 
lettering with 3D and bright colour fills. 


In 1981 Fab 5 Freddy brought Futura 2000 to 
London as part of the New York City Rap Tour. 

On this tour Futura was thought to have painted 
the first ever piece at the Ladbroke Grove tracks. 

In 1984 the book Subway Art was released and that 
summer London Underground saw it's first rolling 
stock covered in graffiti... since this day graffiti has 
never looked back. 


In London today there is rumoured to be over 1,000 
writers with a diverse mix ranging from scruffy 
school kids to city bankers all competing for fame, 
notoriety or just the sheer buzz it brings. 


Wtth the clean up operation now in full swing years 
of history that has built up over time has all but 
disappeared. Sadly you can no longer see some of 
the best known writers to have ever graced the streets 
of London. This book allows you to never forget... 





I was in the first year at school aged 11 when І went on my first racking 
mission. Some older writers ( Rek and Ezno DTS ) took me out one aftemoon 
when we had a half day at school. | remember standing at Wimbledon and 
thinking т so far from home, if my Mum and Nan have to come and collect 
me if | get nicked all the way from Brixton, I’m gonna be in serious trouble’. 
We went all the way out to the Leatherhead B&Q. Those boys were taking 
15/20 tins off the shelf at a time... this showed me the ways of racking. 


COSA DDS 



















A tag with a good 
handstyle is like a 
form of calligraphy... 
beautiful in itself, 
an art form. 
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The late eighties was good for London 

graffiti. You could ride certain lines 
and bump into other writers. There 
was also writers benches where 

you could link with other writers. 

{ used to have a big list of shops that 
I would visit all across London and 
the outskirts. | would rotate them so 

I wouldn't be going to the same shops 
all the time and hotting myself up... It 
was all part of the fun and adventure. 
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Graffiti isn't about painting 
a wall for 12 hours making 
everything perfect and 
looking like a sticker. That's 
like an exam, graffiti is about 
having fun... 
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Writers have to show some love for 
their tags, even if the final effect is 
toy, it has to show that some effort 
has been made to develop a style. 

If not you’ve got to get up even harder 
so that the sheer numbers overide 
the toyness. 

PRIME WRH 








Have you ever looked at the names of Pacino, Samuel L Jackson, Denzil 
Washington, Robert De Niro, etc on a cinema poster and mentally replaced 
that name with yours? Have you ever looked at the name on the back of a 
famous sportsman's shirt and dreamed ‘if only?’ Have you ever looked at the 
names emblazoned high on an illuminated billboard or advertising hoarding 
and envisaged your name up there? In short, to coin a phrase, have you ever 
dreamed of ‘seeing your name in lights’? 

Fame! a strange intangible. You can't reach out and touch it, but you know it's 
there. Looking down on you, judging you, frowning and reminding you of your 
own inconsequential-ness. Harsh words? Possibly! but don't we all dream of 
making our mark, being remembered, revered, looked up to, respected and other 
notions? OK, well maybe not all of us, but 14 year olds lacking in self confidence 
and searching for an identity certainly do. І know, because that was me. 

At 14 years of age my life was lived in a bubble, a dream like state where my 
perceived problems and lack of confidence were replaced by dreams, fantasies 
and a vivid imagination. That was my name on that famous sportsman's back. 
It didn't matter which sport and it didn't matter where. Drax Drax Drax Drax 
Drax Drax Drax. І just wanted my name on that shirt. The shirt that everyone 
was looking at. That was my name high on those billboards, looking down on 
the masses as they looked up in awe. My name. Always the name. Drax Drax 
Drax Drax Drax. In my dreams І never kicked a ball or took to the stage, nor did 
my good looks (yeah right) emblazon any of these raised street canvasses. It 
was always, the name, just the name. High, illuminated, embossed, decorated, 
regal. That was my perception of fame and at 14 years old І wanted it. 

Drax Drax Drax Drax Drax Drax. In truth the reasons, how and why І became a 
writer are un-unique but that's exactly why I’m telling you because | feel that 

it contains a little something of us all. Something you might all relate to. We’ve 
all walked the same paths, haven’t we? Maybe some of us were unaware that 


we were walking any fucking paths and I’m sure a few of us have walked those 
paths a little light headed at times, but we still walked em didn't we? We didn't 
sit on out arses and let the world come to us, did we? І think you know my 
point. Real writers don’t ask, they take. A lot of us got tired of asking. Some of 
us didn’t even get noticed until we became wniters. Drax Drax Drax Drax. 


\ 





Some of the best and most prolific writers that ever graced the streets of 
London will never tell you what made them become a writer. Some died before 
anyone asked them, others are banged up or rotting in an alleyway somewhere, 
the victims of life's excesses! They'll never have the chance to tell you *their 
story’, they'll never have the chance to tell you fuck-all. Drax Drax Drax Drax 
Drax. Sorry about the repetition, but if you don't understand the point then 
maybe you're not a true writer. Maybe, you don't understand the unyielding 
compulsion to promote your name (your tag). Drax Drax Drax Drax Drax. 
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| ever did but life evolves and you find that you just don't do it (like you used to) 
But Ра never say ‘I've given up’. | consider anyone that uses those words a traitor 
to what we once believed in. | refuse to talk about writing with anyone that would 
throw away something that represented them, when nobody else would. 
Anyone that says ‘I’m no longer a writer’ in my opinion ‘never was’. It's not 
about the doing, it's about a state of mind. | think everyday about shelving 

the rest of my life and taking to the streets again, pen and paint to the ready. 
Of course І won't. That's life! But from the day I first wrote my name the desire 
to be everywhere has never diminished. The desire to slip away from the 
normality of life and literally ‘live your dreams’ has never faded. Drax Drax 
Drax. That's why І became a writer. Because І believed in the notion that you 
could create an identity, someone that wasn't really you, someone that allowed 
you to express yourself in a world that didn't seem to want to listen and 
someone that made you feel you were ‘really someone’ Drax Drax Drax Drax. 
That's 50 times now you've read my name and you're still reading. Now do you 
understand? Drax Drax Drax Drax Drax Drax... More than a name. A part of me. 


DRAX PFB 
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Rest in peace 
Mood... you 

will always be 
remembered. 
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We were all out bombing and drinking on the Big Met's one night in 89. We had 
all surfed trains before and that night Zone decided to climb up in between the 
two carriages and jump up onto the roof to train surf. The train was speeding 
along and suddenly went under a low bridge and he was knocked off the roof. 
He sadly died later in hospital. Zone RIP. 
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's either all 
city or nothing... 


CUT MTS 











One night me, Kurse and Ment went to do a Central Line yard, we had been 
there a while, got the hole cut, and watched things for a while. All seemed bless, 
So we went in, as we was moving towards the train Kurse stopped us and said 
someone's in the train". Sure enough there was an African SG layed out on 

the seats by the driver's door, as we looked at him it became obvious he had 
one hand in his pants knocking one out, | don't think anyone noticed at first, we 
just all started pissing ourselves at the same time. After a minute the SG got a 
call on his mobile, tidied himself up and fucked off. We realised for him to be 
doing that there was blates no-one about. The yard was dead so we went in and 
stayed till all the tins were gone, painted about three different trains both sides, 
blazed a zoot as the sun came up and got nice daylight shots! There is a lesson 
in this story and it is check your seat before you sit down on the tube man! Haha. 


SNAG AAA 


If you wanted to dominate it was 

а case оѓ targeting а territory апа 
making your mark on everything, 

then moving onto the next line... 
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| don't claim to be 
an amazing artist, 
lam an out and 
out bomber, 

| a pure vandal. 
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| used to do G sidings on my own on an eight till ten. | would be sneaking 
across the tracks while above me there was distant sounds of middle class 
Londoners enjoying their dinner parties, while І slid silently and alone into the 
depths of the yard, three cans of Smoothrite stuffed into my pants, tip toeing 
across live rails all to get my name up. G had a history too of all the famous that 
had been before me. Entering the tunnels and seeing old Foam and Fuel hits, 
my childhood heroes and me placing my tag along side them. | would stand in 
G, on the two side lay up, can of red oxide in my hand, the tubes humming in 
my ears and me painting my name across that hard cold steel. 
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My mate Oldy (Wazu) RIP was so 
underrated, һе һаа а wicked 
throwup апа handstyle and was 
way ahead of his time. RIP. 


10 FOOT STD 
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Barking... walking around 

a maze of steel giants, 
with the hum of generators 
and electrical smells. 


PRIME WRH 
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The writers bench at Harrow was 
killer we had a crew called the sure 
shoot party crew at the back of the 
Met. We were on the Super T's and 
the girls were on the ciders. We 

all hooked up and terror took place. 


DZIA CD 








Gm T ed to go 

[c into yards with 
"s a baseball bat 
XU and a bag of 

Ae j beers... always 
m ooled up. 
T 
















ROBBO WRH 





I would go yards alone and bomb 
alone but to share memories is always 
good. Painting with Diet has always 
been memorable. We used to go out 
all day racking paint then go out all 
night painting. 
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We arranged to meet the week previously... it was the summer of 1987 and Рт 
waiting at the pre arranged spot, Romford Station. Freehand is 20 minutes late, 
and through the Saturday shopping crowd I can see him bowling towards me 
wearing a Def Jam t, Levi 501's and a pair of green Adidas Gazzelle's. He had a 
big grin on his face and a can of Tennents Extra in one hand and when 

he spots me a zulu hand gesture in the other. 


On the train to Liverpool Street we both get up, me with a 30mm and Freehand 
an Edding 850. The carriage gets the usual treatment and by Ilford there is no 
more space to tag. We move onto the next carriage and continue the onslaught... 
Freehand SFX and Boast GUC. The reason for this day out was to go to Rally 

Two on the Holloway Road to get Belton K paint for the next piece with Quest 
SFX that was planned for the next day at the Romford Waterway. The piece was 
titled Snap and was the last SFX piece completed at the waterway. The featured 
pictures (left) are of Freehand getting up in classic SFX style... 

BOAST AWE 


Which represents more negativity... 
adverts or tags? Tags lead us to artistic 
development, creativity or just more 
tags, oh and maybe a cleaning bill. 
Advertising leads us to greed, want, 
envy, jealousy, capitalism, corruption, 
recession, robberies and muggings.... 


STEAS DTB 








Ме and Pure had just blitzed 

the station on Christmas day and 
then sat there on the platform 
eating turkey sandwiches, crisps 
and drinking a bottle of racked 
Champagne. 
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Thats the art of it, the art 
of getting away with it. 


SHAM 59 DTB 
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I remember doing a yard on the Northem Line with Суда, Futa, Iran and Depo. 
It was a Friday night and | was screwing cos I didn't manage to get my highlight 
and border on my piece cos we got chased out by the SG. All we heard was 
sirens so we had to get out the ends fast. The next night we went back to do 

it again. | cut a big hole in the fence and had a look in to see if it was safe, all 

| could see was the SG asleep on the train so we cut the barbed wire off the 
wall a few carriages down so he couldn't see us. We painted the train and then 
walked down the carriages towards the sleeping SG. We all started banging on 
the window... he jumped off his seat and started shouting on his radio ‘BTP BTP 
BTP, THEY ARE GRAFFING THE TRAIN' we all started shouting at him BTP BTP 
BTP, THEY ARE GRAFFING THE TRAIN’... We all ran off laughing our heads off, 
thinking you can't stop us no matter what you do. 


MEROK WMB 





| love walis 
with old апа 
new biams 
over it, it’s 
kind of history 
built up. 


FAUM 72 DDS 























Back їп 84/85 the Old Kent road was 
explosive with a massive bus bombing 
scene. People like the London Giants 
and The South East Vandals had the 
best handstyles around. 


SHAM 59 DTB 





| paint because I can... | have been 
through a lot of shit over the years 
and feel very lucky to be alive and so 
appreciate every day I’m here. When 
I do a tag or throw up its like saying 
тп still here and letting other writers 
know I’m still here! 
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London is 
somewhere 
that I live, 
somewhere 
that | was bom, 
| so т gonna 
бее the whole 
of this city. 
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Back in the late 70's and early 80's І was a young skinhead writing on walls 
before | even knew what graffiti was. | used to hang around with the older lot 
from my estate who would put up Skins and AFC around the local areas. We all 
had nicknames we would write, mine was Headbutt. All the Skinheads used to 
have names that ended іп О so І followed and made up the name Robbo. | used 
to walk back from School different ways every afternoon so | could write my 
name everywhere. | have a real addictive personality and everything I do I do it 
too an excess. 


I never lived with my Dad but when І bumped into him he said 1 know you OK 
cos І see your name everywhere | go’. 


The first real tag with proper style was Kosh in 83, he used to bomb up around 
the local area. | never met him until years after and he said “I used to see you 
everywhere" and I said “yeah I used to see you everywhere mate". 


Back then there was only a handful of us writing in London. | never really met 
that many writers until a little club on Oxford Street called Spat's opened up. 
You would get breakers and writers go down there to meet. This was before the 
whole Covent Garden thing came about. Covent Garden was when l first met 
all the big names from all over London. 


In 84 a kid from my School went to America and came back with Subway Art. 
| opened it up and thought I’m doing this shit, now I’m gonna do it bigger and 
in colour. By 85, London really started to kick off... 

Around this time there was a Hip Hop radio show on Capital FM hosted by Mike 
Allen. He used to give shouts out to all the crews and breakers in London, crews 
started to pop up from everywhere. Around 85/86 І was hitting yards five nights 
a week on the later shifts, at this time our crew was called ‘The Art Masters’. 


| used to love Christmas day as І could hit all the yards. Christmas 88 I planned 
to paint Aldgate with Prime. І never got the phone call so got up on Christmas 
moming walked down there and painted a wholecar on my own. I got in and 
was just about to have my Christmas dinner when the phone rang and it was 
Prime saying “we are going in to paint it soon where are you?" | said “you 
hadn't called so | went down this moming and painted". 

Another of my favourite yards was Woodford. One night me Drax and Doze were 
sitting in an old burnt out van next to the yard waiting for the cleaners to finish 
so we could go in after. | was looking into the yard when all of a sudden this 
Rasta appeared in the yard with a torch. I said to the others “he’s too young to 
be a cleaner". We walked towards him and he started to run off. | shouted “it’s 
cool mate come back". He came back and I said to him “what are you up to", 

he replied “I’m painting". | asked him where his paint is and he said “I’m using 
chalk". We all looked at each other and said “think you should use paint mate". 
He asked what we wrote and we told him, he couldn't believe who he had just 
met. He said “you guys are kings, you have smacked it for years". He asked if 
he could have my bottle of beer, | said “why it's nearly empty". He said “cos и 
lot have drunk from it"!!! That's when I realised how big we were in the scene. 


Going into yards was always fun and we had some mad times in there. The 
amount of times we found guards or cleaners asleep in the carriages, we used 
to tag them and then walk on. 


We would often come face to face with drivers and guards. They would shout 
“Oi” when we was painting as if | was gonna be scared, І would lift up my bat, 
look at them and say *yeah what" they soon pissed off. Another time me and 
Doze were in White city and he found a big metal pole and threw it onto the 
tracks, it went ‘BANG’ and flew up in the air. He picked it up again and threw 

it back onto the tracks... this time it melted onto the rails and blew the whole 
system out, we left quickly after that. The next week the old bill saw some of 

my mates and said when we catch Robbo we are gonna give him a good kicking. 
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To live the life of a true writer you have to live it everyday, racking everyday апа 
painting every night non stop. | would go out to the ends of the lines on racking 
missions, | had a set routine on rotation as not to show my face too often. The 
Robert Dyas shop would get hit a lot. | would rack the Hammerite paint and 
then move onto the tools to sell to all the builders that I knew. They would put 
orders in for different tools and І would go and rack them to eam my money. 


When we started We Rock Hard we wanted to have substance and not loads of 
people in it. A crew should be tight with all people knowing each other well. We 
came up with the name WRH cos that's exactly what we did. 


Later on around 89, me, Elk and Drax started РЕВ off, another crew that I 
wanted to be close knit with everyone in it having to go through an initiation 
process, each year it got harder to get into the crew. Only the true members 
knew what РЕВ stood for. After a while І said that no more people are let in 
otherwise it will loose its identity. 

By 1990 a lot of people had serious court cases and a lot of the big names had 
stopped hitting the yards. Some people had got heavily involved in the rave 
scene or involved in the football firms. 

In 1990 me and Drax decided to visit New York. We linked up with Reas, Wane 
and Webb. We hung out with them and they took us to yards and showed us 
the ways in. Painting the Bronx was mad, it was the same time that they had 
taken trains out of service but ours ran and we got some nice photos. 


In 92 we had been hitting it hard for years and decided to go on tour. Me and 
Drax went across Europe on the Interail. We painted Italy, France, Switzerland, 
Belgium, Denmark and Norway. We racked so much paint in each Town we 
stayed in. 

By 94 the IRA had bombed London and yards were now like fortresses with 
CCTV, razor wire and sensor pads. We started to get chased out of yards nearly 
every time we went in there and it was getting harder to paint. | had been DJing 
for a while, and me and PIC decided to get away and DJ abroad. 

Having kids also slowed me down and my priorities changed, І realised І had a 
lot to loose. | had done my time inside and didn't want to go back in for graffiti. 
Graffiti is a full time thing and when you can’t find the time and you have a lot to 
loose it is hard to keep going. One thing is for sure is І don't regret one thing... 


ROBBO PFB 
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Word got around that there was gonna be a train jam and everyone was to meet | 14 
at Kings Cross so a big group of people would not look too hot. There must of | 

been over 50 writers there. We filtered down onto the platform and spread out 
across three or four carriages. As soon as the train pulled out of the platform 
everyone masked up, lights got taken out, the music went on and the beers and 
puffing begun. It was a real mad crowd, people were pulling shoppers out of the 
way to find a surface to hit. As people got more cained it got more intense. 

A lot of us were in football firms so we were organised hopping on and off in 
different directions trying not to get spotted. Word must have got around cos as 
people left the jam others got on, at one point Goldie tumed up for a while and 
joined in. The PFB lot set up a death tunnel to initiate people wanting to join the 
crew for a joke. We must of been going for a good three hours when suddenly 
the train stopped, we could hear sirens but had no idea we was about to get 
raided. Suddenly everyone started running down through the carriages to the 
end one. Everyone started climbing out of the doors and running to get away. 

I think only a few people got nicked that night and it got a big write up in the 
London moming papers. Looking back now it was pure chaos. 

BLAZE STC 





Graffiti ram 


POLICE are hunting а 
gang of about 50 graffiti 
sprayers who rampaged 
through Tube trains. 


Passengers watched in stunned 
silence as gangs hopped from one 
train to another, defacing carriages 
with their personal 'tags'. 

The invaders ‘bombed’ six trains in the 

of about two and a half hours. Police 
escribe it as the worst case of its kind in 
recent years and estimate the damage at 
well above £10,000. 

Detectives believe several gangs of ‘taggers’ 
joined forces for the graffiti 
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Train gang 
leaves 
£10,000 
spray trail 
of havoc 


orgy on the London Under- ped after a passenger com- volved in the latest incident. ‘As far as we know, other The graffiti squad has arrested 
ground Circle Line on Sunday p ed to police, but most of They hit about six trains on passengers sat and watched seven people, aged between 16 
night after a secret planning them managed to escape the Circle Line over a period of and did nothing until we were and 19, suspected 
meeting. hg the system’s maze of about two and a half hours. finally alerted by опе member part in the net 
They say the operation was  tunne Feu ee) hit the АГ of the public. 1 They were held after a series 
well organised and the aim was Inspector Chris Connell, of ch have ‘It is highly unusual for any- of raids on homes in the Lon- 
to daub as much of each train the British Transport Police сан, with graffiti. "The thing on scale to happen, доп area over the last 48 hours. 
as possible. raffiti squad, said yesterday: damage is estimated at thou- and it should be stressed t number of tins of spray 
The gangs were finally S There were about 50 people in- sands of pounds. there was no violent behaviour. aint have been seized. 


The rampage came a week 
after former art student Paul 
Malvey was sentenced to 80 
hours' community service at 
Isleworth Crown Court, West 
London. for arn "Simca 

mage а as graffi 

Malve who в admitted he 
was waa addi the craze, did a 
e on rr: as part of 
art course. 

In the last year, the British 
Transport Police graffiti squad 
has arrested more than 150 
people. 


Pm still here and rocking... ve 
got as much love for it now as 
| did when I was 14. 
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DZIA CD 











| Going out 

bombing 

' teaches you 

.a lot about 

yourself, and 
what you're 

* capable of. 


j PANIK ATG 








| have got so much love for ATG. 

I know for a fact there is hate for them 
cos they are educated people and 
not some grimy bombers, so fucking 
what. They have brought colour to 
London and are up. It's not easy 
climbing up and painting rooftops, 
but they have done it. 
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Gloucester Road triangle sidings where you could just open a door on Cromwell 
Road, go down a few steps, tum right through a doorway and you were up 
against the trains in an Underground layup with other trains rising out of the 
ground from the tunnel while you painted on an early. 
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Once we chose to go to Amsterdam to rack Krylons. We had sewn enormous 
pockets into the linings of our coats to cater for the cans. We cleaned up in the 
Dam... don't recall who won, but do recall us both hitting up the back of a brand 
new tram, thinking how cool it looked. When І heard Robbo's immortal words 
“Do one" I glanced over my shoulder to see an apoplectic tram driver with a 
very large steel pole heading in our direction. Needless to say we ‘did one’. It 
must of looked quite amusing to see two 6ft English blokes running through 
the streets of Amsterdam rattling like a million cans being chased by a very red 
faced driver... 
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We was in yards five nights a 

week. We didn’t bother with the 
» weekends, that was for part time 
| school boys who hotted things up. 
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The run up to the Olympics will test the hardest of the out there kids, the few 
who still ride the lines on the world famous London Underground. Will the 
authorities, with the help of the Police be able to stop the embarrassing truth 
that lies at the heart of their hate of graffiti? The truth that the rulers of our 
society crave complete control, which they will never attain. Lift up your heads 
all ye rebels. Change always rolls around... like the wheels of steel. 
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There was a strong graffiti scene in my 
part of north London when І was growing 
up, so there's lots of names and places 
that influenced my style and mentality 
but Га say the late 90's stuff on the 
rooftops of Camden and the Ham and 
City Line out west. Individuals Га say, 
Zonk, Sub, Elk, Eine, Akt and Fume have 
been major influences for me. 

PANIK ATG 
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Sub and Fuel are for me the two 
ple that make me write and 
want to be part of the whole 


culture. Sub with the bombing 
and Fuel with the piecing. 
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I think climbing's a big part of being 

a writer these days. 1 used to know 
writers who were lumps and couldn't 
climb for shit, now if you ain't climbing 
you better be happy bombing shop 
shutters. Ozone was sick, climbed 
like a monkey and was mad fearless. 
Sometimes Га go to a spot he had 
scoped already and he'd be like yeah 
its an easy climb, then Га watch him 
go up the side of a building hanging 
by his fingertips swinging across gaps 
20ft up. І said to him once, you've 
been playing too much Marc Ecko. 
That boy had everything it took to be 
a King, he'd barely been writing two 
years and was improving fast, if he 
was still with us he would of been 

all over, my boy would of destroyed 


everyone! 
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The older lot from Ladbroke Grove 
were hardcore. No one went down 
there, and if you did you would get 
dealt with. | remember standing on 
the platform and one of them came 
over and nicked my cap. The next 
day they gave it back with a piece 
on the front of it. 
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Yards are charged with an 
energy that goes well beyond any 
maternal thing that can be bought 
or possessed. Their attraction 

lies in the knowledge that through 
these places we are able to 
connect with something true 
within our self. 


FUEL CCD 





One of the high points for me from 
being involved in graffiti has been 
meeting some really safe people. 
ме made some good friendships 
with people І wouldn't of known if 


it weren't for graff. 
SLAM TBF 











Moorgate... 
crawling through 


the guts of the 
Barbican, finding 
cathedral like 
rooms where 
no one goes... 
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Event was inside at the same 
time as me and we would both 
be hitting our names up onto 

the prison corridors with chalk. 
Separate as prisoners, united 

as writers. Event and Shoom was 
all over Feltham. 


SHOOM IBS 





People go to New York to compete, 

I was on a leaming curve. Painting in 
New York is different. When you walk 
tracks it's like your walking history. 
You see stuff like Magoo 2 from 78 
on a wall. His tags were ill back then, 
better than stuff you see from people 
now day's. 
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You used to be able to go anywhere 
you wanted. You could jump on a train 
and go all over the place, now its 

hot, barriers, CCTV and inspectors. 

| reckon that's why its harder for 
people to go out all city now days. 
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Me, Futa, Cearz and Boph had just finished painting in Queens Park when а 
driver started walking down the yard to start the moming shift. We dashed out 
of the yard and stashed our paint in a bin. We hid in some bushes so we could 
get our flicks after he had left. The driver must of seen us cos as we waited we 
could see a BTP van pull up on the top of the bridge. 


It was getting really light and the coppers were still looking for us. | could see 
them going through the bins and picking out our tins. One of them walked past 
us, he was so close І can't believe he didn't see us. They all left so we quickly 
got out of there so we could get the runners at Kilbum. The next week | was 
watching a program on street crime and they were talking about the cost of 
cleaning off graffiti from the Underground. They showed Queens Park yard, 
the trains that we had painted and our pieces being buffed. 
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Me, Blink, Touch, Sneak, Brok, Gash апа Tense painted top to bottoms at 
Edgware Yard on the Northems. I looked up at the alley and saw troops of 
BTP's walking towards us. | jumped through bushes and ran through fences to 
get away, Blink got caught if | remember. Me and Tense slept in a garage till the 
moming, it was still heavy walking home with the feeling of getting away with 

it all... until we realised that Blink had the camera and so we wouldn't get any 
photos of it all. That was in the days of having to rack a £5 camera and then 
find a chemist that would develop your photos of trains. 
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We were kids, creeping around 
in the middle of the night, doing 
some very dangerous, very 
exciting shit in places that were 
just amazing... 
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I started things back off again 
when I came out of prison 
in 91, things were dead until 
I got it going адап. 
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All this stencil art had to happen, some 
of its good and some like everything 
is a total bite of someone else's. І ain't 
got a problem with it but it ain't to be 
confused with real graff. You got these 
people buying that shit for thousands 
thinking dudes a real street artist, 
qiue bomber, which he really ain't. 
lot of them run on that bullshit 
illusion and even believe their own shit. 
FAUM 72 DDS 








Yes people may argue that advertisers 
pay to plaster their adverts 

but if writers paid would London 
Underground really let them write 


their tags everywhere? 
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There was 15 of us the night we left West London heading towards Ricky Yard. 
We had all taken the lights out and by Harrow on the Hill everyone was smoking 
on a bong and running about on speed hitting the insides. Every station we 
pulled into | saw people looking in and walking the other way... by the time we 
got to Rickmansworth it was pure chaos. We all got out and was running down 
this hill like nutters... there was people everywhere doing insides, outsides and 
top to bottoms, the yard got smashed that night proper. 
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| Tag whatever, 
| whenever, 
Iwherever in 























As a writer you learn London 
by racking paint ‘all city’. 
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Throw ups are minimum effort and 
maximum satisfaction. You have got 
to be arrogant enough to not give 
a fuck about anyone else. You see 


some people's throw - ups and they 
look scared. 
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Going out on my own say, climbing 
some buildings and dropping a couple 
of pieces instantly gets my blood 
rushing, | put other things in life into 
perspective and remember what | live 
for, which is doing me, regardless of 
any outside pressures. Deep down 
that's my main drive, maintaining my 
sense of freedom. 

PANIK ATG 





We would go out racking different makes of inks 
like Artline, Flowmaster, Pilot and Edding. We would 
then mix them up, trying to make something that 
would give the best stain possible after it was buffed. 





DIET PFB 








Oxford Circus === 
Warren Street === 
Euston = = 


King's Cross din 
St. Pancras ^ wed 


Highbury & Islington = 
Finsbury Park % === 
Seven Sisters Ж 
Tottenham Hale = 


Blackhorse Road = 
Walthamstow Central = 
LETS RY To VE | iw 
ume T 9 7 TM >i Ф Jo | 
Е РЕР Ф Dy ‹ J 
. ат 





Me and Rate painted the Honky РЕВ wholecar in Gloucester Road back in 93. 
It wasn't a place you would just go and bomb, it was underground and had a 
real mad atmosphere. І used to love going racking and that day І ended up with 
so many different colours. 

It wasn't planned that night, | just started to pin up and then Rate added the 
РЕВ to make it a wholecar. | remember seeing the look on peoples faces the 
next moming as it pulled into the station... 
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The top layup yard at Acton 
is the badest but Brixton 
has to be my favourite... 
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Tags are like modem hieroglyphics. 
An old shop shutter covered in tags 
tells a hundred different stories for 
those that can read them... stories 

of friendships, adventures, disputes, 
lives lost, a society, culture and a way 
of life, partly hidden from the wortd... 
except for those who understand and 
know the history. 
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Rob 
had every train 
on every line back 
in the day. 
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You can't buy friends, you bomb 
with them, you rack with them, 
you don't invite everyone into your 
circle cos of who they are. 
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After a short trip to Do It All we would 
put on a competition for our young 
disciples to see who could rack the 
most paint and guess who wreaked 
the rewards... 


URGE AKS 





We used Vidal Sassoon pump 
and spray bottles filled up with 
Punch Leather Dye to hit the 
insides on the Little Mets. 


MET CBM 


ЛУ, у, 
ALT * $, 7o. 


y TI 
"a 
0 
2 
[ај 





It’s like when a body builder 
looks in the mirror and think 
they are never big enough, 
it’s the same with being up 
in graffiti. 
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One night me, Boze and Enamo had been painting top to bottoms on the Big 
Mets in Uxbridge Yard. We had been using these bins to get up high to paint. 
As we were leaving at the end of the carriages this big security guard came 
out of nowhere and tried to grab Enamo, as he ducked out the way he fell and 
smacked his knee on one of the rails. His leg was completely fucked and me 
and Boze had to drag him out of the yard and through the hole in the fence. 
Luckily enough the guard didn't try and come after us. 


A couple of weeks later there was a few of us gonna go and paint the yard 
again. As we walked along the trains we could see some torch lights in the 
Carriages up ahead. We left the yard quickly and made our way around the 

side fence. As we looked through the trains we could see a load of BTP's sitting 
in the carriages waiting to raid us... lucky escape. 
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For me the 
essence 


of graffiti 
is bombing, 
plain and 
simple. 
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Racking paint in the days 
was part of being a writer, 








If you bought paint you were 
seen to be a toy. 
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Me and Tera RIP would do as many all nighters as we physically could. | would 
often retum home after days and nights missing covered in paint, train grease 
and exhausted only to head out again to try and catch our trains running. To get 
up in those days you had to literally live eat and sleep graffiti and that's what we 
did. Your life became graffiti and nothing else matters. 


I would often bump into friends І once knew and they would be off to parties, 
had girlfriends, jobs, and there was me covered in ink, paint and dirt catching 
the last tube with a bag of freshly racked homestyles on my back. Most of my 
days were spent roaming across London to paint shops. 

| have been chased down live tracks in complete darkness, been nicked more 
times than | can remember, had my house raided numerous times and spent 
time inside, all to paint my name... but | don't have a single regret. They were 
the best days of my life and the only part | would change would be to paint 
even more. 
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For me, graffiti is something that 
belongs to the practitioner, its totally 
mine, the letters, the style, the walking, 
the application, it has nothing to do 
with anyone else. If l'm walking around 


at night, bombing helps me stay aware 
of my surroundings, constantly aware 
of cars, whose around... it's also about 
covering ground. 
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We used to go out on mad racking 
missions. Japlac, Rubber Duck, 
Buntlack and Hammerites were 
our favourite paints. You name it 
we robbed it... from Wollies to the 
local art shop, everywhere got hit. 
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I was out one night with a load of old writers and got introduced to Banksy. He 
asked what І wrote and I told him, he replied cockily “never heard of you" so 

| slapped him and said “you may not of heard of me but you will never forget 
те”. | thought he was very rude and disrespectful so I let him know. If it wasn't 
for people like me who started graffiti off in London he would not be earning all 
the money he does now days. 
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РІ easily walk seven or eight miles in a 
night bombing. Me and Serva walked 
from Lewisham to London Bridge on 

a trackside mission bombing in the 
morning light... it was pure baitness... 
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There were so many different ways 
into Farringdon. Fuel showed me a 
way in through tunnels (picture above) 
that went under where the club Fabric 
is now. It was like a maze down there. 
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I knew Rate, Cos and Take from 
around my area and they were 
the first who got me into writing... 
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Me апа Heist had just completed a whole tube of insides, every carriage must 
of stank... we looked up and saw these two blokes walking towards us. You just 
get that feeling when its old bill, you can spot em a mile off. We backed tracked 
through the carriage doors and into the next carriage. І could hear them coming 
after us, the next stop seemed to take for ever to arrive, when it did we both 
jumped through the doors and onto the platform, we both made a dash for the 
end of the platform, І remember trying to run on all the stones and slipping over. 
І never looked back and we just kept running and escaped into the darkness... 
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| came out of the pub steaming and started to do a dub on the side of a meat 
wagon. Sham was supposed to be keeping an eye out for me. | had put up the 
D and started to shadow the T when I saw these big feet coming towards me. 

| tried to run but slipped on the grass and got nicked. | went to court and told 
the judge that І was doing a political piece about Gordon Brown selling off some 
gold. | think the judge was a Tory and gave me 80 hours community service and 
12 months unconditional discharge. 
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It was 92 and a battle between РЕВ 
and BNB had been organised, flyers 
were given out and word had got 
round that it was gonna happen on 
the Circle Line. We all got on trying 


to mingle with the usual shoppers 
and tourists. As the train pulled out 
of the station the blitz started, but 
as we went into the tunnel the train 
stopped. It came to a sudden halt 
and then started to reverse up 
back into the platform. As we 
came back into the platform we 
looked out of the windows and there 
must of been 80 BTP's standing 
there. We had nowhere to go and 
the coppers bundled onto the 
carriages. І remember seeing Diet 
getting yanked off the train. І was 
gutted, no sooner had it got going it 
got raided. Either the jam had been 
grassed up or the old bill got hold 
of the flyer. 
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I Bombing is 
sthe constant 
f visible side of 
ithe subculture, 
by writers for 
wrters. 
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We never had posh paint, we 
had what we could rack, not 
to be artists but to be vandals 
апа їо make the city scream 
our names. 
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Success in racking missions 

brings confidence in your instincts 
which become sharpened and this 
confidence then spills over into other 
areas of your life, including painting. 
2 KOLD DDS 
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we were the pioneers 


and you can only have pioneers once... 
after that the rest follow. Now days 
anyone can call themselves a graffiti 
artist, but just owning a marker don't 


make you a writer. 
DOZE WRH 


I think | was a writer before | even 
realised what graffiti was. 1 am so 
proud to be from the first generation 


of British writers, 
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Normal life is my Jekyll and Hide 
is my destruction side. 


SPYER NHS 








Getting paint was never a problem 

for us, we were always well stocked 
with the classic C17 denim jacket. 
You could get six large cans just in the 
inner pockets let alone the sleeves 
and the back of ya pants. Luckily 
enough we had young recruits that 
were always happy to oblige. 


URGE AKS 


| had just come out of my foster 
home and would go bombing 

on the Little Met’s nearly every 
night. It kept me from the cold 
and it was a warm place to go. 
You would meet so many writers 
out riding the line. 
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One night me, Tox, Fume, Cida, Cosa, Steaz, Save, Plug and 2 Kold went to paint 
a Victoria train. No one had painted it before, we were the first people to do it 
and probably the last. | would love to paint it again but | can't. We all went down 
bare ladders to get down there, but there was loads of trackies working. We had 
to wait about 2 hours until they fucked off so we was drinking beers and burning 


bare zoots. When the trackies left we got in and all painted whole cars each. 


We all left and had to go to Northumberland Park to get photos of the train. 
The gate was open on the bridge so we all went in and waited for the first train 
to come out of the tunnel and it was our's. We jumped onto the tracks and in 
front of the driver and he started pushing the hom like a madman, we didn't 
give a fuck and just wanted our pictures. We got our photos and then ran back 
to the car and drove off, as we did BTP drove straight past us with their sirens 
going looking for us... we got away and were lucky not to get nicked. 
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There really wasn’t any better 
fun than a Choci Vs Robbo 
racking battle. 
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Farringdon... 
walking 
amongst 

the catacombs 
of the old meat 
storage booths... 
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It was 91 and rumour had just gone around that there was gonna be a battle 
between PFB and BNB for the Little Met's. We all went up to High Street 
Kensington on the Saturday where the battle was gonna meet. Cine had been 
having a lining battle with some of the PFB lot leading up to the jam. As we 
walked into station Cine started taking the piss out of this writer that was 

on the pay phone waving his paper behind the bloke's head. All of a sudden 

a huge group of people came running up the stairs. | remember seeing Rozer 
at the front with a knuckle duster on. He ran up to Cine and kept on smacking 
him into a clothes shop door way. We never made it to the battle that day and 
walked back to the bush felling like the warriors heading back to Coney Island. 
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To те stencil art is boring and dull. 
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Autumn1986, Parsons Green sidings, Fuel, Car 1 ITC on the 21 road... 


Being kids we were unable to reach the top of the panels so we'd stand on the 
pipes. The trains were stabled on a bank with a slope of bushes and trees along 
their length. While painting you'd hear cooing and squawking noises coming 
from birds nesting in those bushes or the larger sounds of snapping twigs as the 
resident fox passed through the undergrowth below. You look down the carriage 
to find your friend has been startled by the sounds and has stopped painting - 

a yard check would be initiated to calm the imaginations. As you round the 
fronts, your eye would be drawn further down the yard to moving shadows cast 
by the old yard light that swings in the wind, nothing else moves. As you retum 
your friends painting again and a fine mist is being released into the light and 
out to a dark starry night - everything is perfectly safe. 
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© When see my stuff and it hasn't 
been lined І think what's up, don't 
they love me anymore? 
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The buzz of painting G tops 
any drug І have ever done... 
nothing compares. 
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Crash 151 was a true pioneer 
of handstyles back in the day, 
back when tags had real style 
апа thought. 
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It’s not the 
winning it's the 
taking part. No 
one like's a shit 
cunt that's up 
their own arse. 


HONKY PFB 
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There was a writer from Bush in 92 called Foke VFL. We had been having а 
lining battle for a few months and one night at a party my mate had overheard 
him saying “when І see Met I’m gonna cut a big VFL into his back and pour 
Indian ink into the cuts”. When І heard this І said that | wanted a prearranged 
fight with him over at the Scrubs with no weapons and whoever loses has to 
give up writing for good. 

| remember training for 2 weeks leading up to the fight. On the day of the fight 

| turned up with 2 of my mates and as we walked up I saw this big Rasta guy 
standing on the comer, my mates said “that's Foke” | thought shit Pm gonna 

get banged”! 

As we walked up onto the Scrubs we could see about 15 of them standing 
there. | shouted out “COME ON THEN FOKE" his mates stepped aside and he 
ran at me. He tried to rugby tackle me over and I just kept on hitting him until 
he fell to the floor. | shouted at him to get up but he just lay there looking up. 
After the fight | became good friends with the VFL lot and still see some of 
them now days. 


Around the same time my Mum was going on holiday and had given me £20 to 
feed the cat. Before she had even got to the station we had moved the decks 
in and within an hour І had MC Sharky P and MC Kendo MC’ing in my lounge. 
The party went on until the early hours and then it was time to go street 
bombing. We all headed down through market and hit the bus garages, every 
bus got smashed. We then climbed up onto Goldhawk platform and hit the 
station. We knew there was a fun fair happening so we headed for the green. 
We broke in and hit every ride in the place. The next day I felt like King of the 
Bush. There was waltzers spinning around covered in tags and buses covered 
in big CBM throwups. 


MET CBM 





First and foremost І am a bomber, 
а vandal апа proud of that fact... 
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| met the likes of Freehand and Sure. 


Freehand had the freshest handstyles 
and the tightest blockbusters in 


East at the time. 


URGE AKS 


that I never really understood u 


For us 





I only paint walls cos І can't paint trains as much 
as I want to. It’s just trying to hold off the urges... 
walls are my methadone. 


SNAG SRW 





Old School writers had such good 
neat compact handstyles, now all 
the blams are big and sloppy. Now 
days it's more about getting up and 
out there. Things don't last as long 
and you have less time to get up so 
it's about quick blams. 
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De Beauvoir Rodd 1-11 
St. Helier Court 
Benyon Court 
Corbiere House 
Granville Court 

St. Aubins Court 

St. Brelades Court 

St. Lawrence Court 
Portelet Court 


Trinity Court 
Rozel Court 


Lancresse Court 
De Beauvoir Road 26-36 
Fermain Court 

De Beauvoir Road 2-8а 
De Beauvoir Road 10-16a 
De Beauvoir Road 18-24а 
St. Martins Court 
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| | got nicked for street bombing 


and CID was interviewing me 
and one of the coppers said 
— “Sub I remember you when 
' | was at school, | used to see 
, you everywhere, you are famous”. 


SUB DDS 


We are hated enough as it is, 

so we need to stick together. 

In 20 years time there will still be 
writers, this whole graffiti thing 
has just started so we need to 
embrace it and come together. 


SHAM 59 DTB 
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For me the best time for writing in London was the late 80's and early 90's, 

it was a time when it was both most fashionable, but fashionable amongst 

the poorer working class kids, not like today. There was a real vibrant hardcore 
scene back then where divisions of North, South, East and West were more 
visible and interesting. You could categorize parts of the scene, like you 


can't really today. You had bus bombers or kids who had the best homemade 
markers etc. Bus bombers had a whole sub culture of their own back then... 


PRIME WRH 


r 


۰ — £ 
at Ld — 4. 


= , 4 نے 
H 9 h FF‏ 
- 











Î SUB DDS 











Тох has forced writers into 
loving his tag, for the values and 
passion it represents to them. 


STEAS DDS 






. us um 7 
ha 
4 
Tg ang y x i~ wey 
E TA " uS AR 7x4 
E iuvet 





It was summer 1986 when | first met Ser. Poster markers апа 8505 were on 
the shelf, we had Buntlack plots and far too much time on our hands. The pens 
back then had a huge influence on handstyles. And in 86 we were notorious 
street and bus bombers. There was a few of us and the “Маа Juveniles' (MJS) 
crew was bom. There was Ser, Fin, Mes, Rip, Dare, myself and loads more, 
most of who І can't remember. Please note Ser, Fin, Mes, Rip - all three letter 
tags designed for quick bombing. 

In 86 we were mostly doing South London buses, we were witnessing some 

of the best handstyles London has ever seen. Crash151, Prime, Crime, Razor, 
Dust, Sham59, Rate, Smart Art, Controlling Arts, Spraze, Reck 1, Lazy Lady, 
Dangerous, 7up, Tuff Arts, Cash, Colt45, Trap, Bronx, Vast, North1, Pim17, P 
Hamer, Skip, Dev666, Can69, Flyboy, etc... These were major influences for us. 
It didn't take us long to discover tubes, yards, insides, backjumps and a whole 
new array of writers. Painting yards, backjumps, doing insides again progresses 
your style, you need to be faster, no fucking about, one lines, you need to get 
yourself a throw up. 

So years pass, we go our separate ways, most of us are fucked off with getting 
caught and raving, ecstasy and other things seem better than painting. All 
through the 90's whilst we had stopped, Ser was still at it. | remember going to 
work on the train seeing all the tracksides, stations and full colour runners. Ser 
had started FDC and had most of the young up and coming writers putting it up!!! 
Ser's hand, dub and piecing style reflected his personality – big, bad and heavy. 
So | made a brief retum to the graff world in 2006 only to find Ser is still here!!! 
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Г" 17 We used to travel all over to mad 
4 "d places to rack paint. Me and 
YZ Ew Touch had our spots in Oxford 


and Horsham. | think we racked 


i so much paint from one store it 
<, had to close down. 
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І came out of a club Finsbury Park and 
this old bill car pulls up and this police 
women winds down the window and 
says “Alrite Sub, how are you?". Coe 
just stood there on the curb pissing 
himself. 


SUB DDS 








Ours was a world that could 
not be infiltrated, we were 
like the fucking Freemasons... 
a code, a language, secret 
handshakes and a mistrust 
of outsiders. 
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Me and Neat URS were doing an all nighter in the lay up at Elephant and Castle. 
Neither of us had been there before but heard some stories about it and that 
you had to go down a tunnel early in order to leave a door hatch open so you 
could retum later. So anyway, when the Bakerloo pulled in at the station we 

got in the end carriage and opened the drivers door and jumped out the back 


of the tube and down into the tunnel. To our surprise there was a tube layed 
up, so we squeezed our way along the side of the tube to the end at which 
point Neat disappeared up a ladder into the pitch black, leaving me on the roof 
of the tube. He was gone for about 10 minutes and I thought something had 
happened to him. | was panicking a bit so called out his name a few times. 
Eventually he came down and said “I have found the way out onto the street". 


Temptation overcame us so we decided to do the tube there and then which 
was hard because your up so close to the tube with only a small alcove. We had 
just finished when the tube started revving up and pulling off for the morning 
rush hour shift. We quickly climbed up the ladder and up into this little room, 
we climbed again and came to the LU workers tea room. We sneaked past the 
door and opened another door, we were now onto the streets in the middle of 
the Elephant and Castle roundabout! Mad. 


REGRET SMC 








Me, Tilt, Dam 1, Mak, Cre 8 and Coma went to Ricky yard in 86. We had just 
done an all nighter and it was getting close to five in the morning. І could see 
some clays (track workers) coming. | told the others but they didn't listen, І said 
it’s hot and we had to go. І started to walk towards the exit and as І walked up 

| could see this bloke standing in the way. All | could think of was my Dad, he 
would box my head if the beast caught me. I just ran at this guy and knocked 
him out. І ran all the way to Moor Park Station and waited for the first train to 
arrive. It pulled in and it was the one we had just painted, I took some photos 
and then jumped on and got myself home. 
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Bombing is the base, done well 

its how you get your fame, it's 

how areas are broken down to 
become a meeting place for names, 
personalities, artists and vandals. 
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I love bombing 
when I’m really 
pissed... it's 
hyperactive. 
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DDS started off back in 1990, me 
and Shu 2 wanted to start something 
new and fresh. Shu said to me what 
about Diabolical Dubstars, so we 
just rolled with that. 
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Without a decent tag with 
meaning you were just laughed 
at. For me a tag should be a 
reflection of your inner self. There 
was nothing like the satisfaction 
of continually getting the flow 

of writing your name and how 
quickly you could find yourself 
everywhere. 


URGE AKS 


That day 15 of us linked up ready 
to go. Some of us were at Kings 
Cross and some of us were at 
Moorgate. We had Fairy Liquid 
bottles filled with Cairo and 
Inferno ink. As the trains went 
past we hit the side of them... 

the more damage, the more it gets 
buffed, the more it looks old and 
battered... fucking up the system. 
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I remember being a little kid 
standing at Ealing when I saw 
these 2 writers bombing. | was 
only about 13 and I asked if | 
could get a tag. They were real 
sound, chatted to me and offered 
me their pen. Tums out, it was 
Mean and Lone, they didn't look 
down at me and were real safe... 
| respect that in a writer and will 
always speak to younger writers 
no matter who they are. 


FUME DDS 


EE ER! 
PATDA 





IPT د ل‎ 
Hi HE Rm у нәш Ê 
i ете 


RS TAAS “Sy :, 


| saw this van parked up in what | thought was a safe place near the Aylesbury 
Estate just off the Old Kent Road. І went up to it and done a big blam on the 
side of it, the next minute | tumed around and spotted this meat waggon 
plotted up in a dark comer across the road from me. | did a quick и tum down a 
path and dashed the can in a bush. І also had a good graff mag on me but didn't 
want to dash that, so | came back out of the path as it was a dead end and 

the coppers were waiting for me. They stopped me and asked *Have you got 
anything against the van?" | said *No". They searched me and pulled out the 
graff mag and one of them said to his mate “It’s some sort of comic". Next thing 
the van I blammed pulls up and they stop it and I’m thinking bagged!!! 


A big Regret tag is in my face and the man gets out and the coppers and him 
are looking at my tag. І hear the copper say “we think it's him but he has no 
paint on him, anyway mate should come off with a bit of warm water". 

| couldn't believe what І was hearing, the van driver was nodding and the police 
let me go, that was a lucky escape! 

REGRET SMC 
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Over the span of 18 years l've painted 


mainly out of three yards and these 
places have been home to some of 
the most exciting and happy times 
of my life. 
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We'd all go racking for trainers, 
we called it left foot right foot. 
Some parts of London put the left | 
foot out the front on the racks апа B 
other parts had the right footon  * 
display inside. We knew ever spot 
there was... we certainly looked 
after ourselves. 
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We got raided in High Barnet Yard, 
and had to hide in bushes till the dogs 
came along. We hurdled fences to 
get away, then had to hide in these 
big school dustbins for hours covered 
in coffee, suppose it could of been 
worse. І climbed out the bin and was 
crippled up with cramp... we still 
managed to get away though. 

FAUM 72 DDS 
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The first time | met Sub was when I was bunking off school and riding the 
Northem Line. This was back when the old 59 stock used to produce all this 
black Asbestos dust from their brakes. The dust would cover the cameras on 
the platforms so you could do anything you wanted to. Sub was North and I was 
South, South writers only had one line except the Bakerloo down to Elephant 
and Castle. 

I was sitting on the train and saw him and one of his mates sitting on the platform 
at Finchley Central. We got chatting and | asked if he wanted to come and hit 
High Barnet Yard. All | had was a bag off blue and yellow road marking paint that 

I had just nicked from some road workers at the end of my street. We got into the 
yard and smashed every carriage in the place with tags and throw ups. 

The next week І was standing on the platform at Tooting with Prime, Crime, Hang 
71 and Devil. All of a sudden every tube that pulled in was covered in Sham and 
Sub tags and throw ups, they all stood there and was like check you out mate. 
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In 1986 when І was still at school one of my class mates told me of this up апа == ^ 
coming writer that painted around his estate. He showed me a newspaper 
clipping from the local gazette, it was a picture of a writer named 'Acid' who 
was having his work exhibited at the local town hall. 

We swiftly arranged to have an outline battle, my sketch was on an A5 size sheet 
of paper and I did my best outline to date and it said Supreme Skeme Artists and 
it had the badest character on it puffing a Cuban cigar... it was dope! 

Then we met to battle and Acid tums up and unrolls this big poster size colour 
burner, with at least 15 characters on it and every inch of that poster was 
covered... it was back to the drawing board for me. There was little competition 
in size but I'd say my letters and characters were much better than his. 

The outline battles continued and eventually a friendship was formed between 
us... Acid later went on to write Аспа!! 
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There's been too many high points, 
the whole last eight years with ATG 
has been one laugh after another. 
Graffiti is such а mad јоитеу so 
whether highs or lows it makes you 
grow as a person in lots of ways. 

The low points would be my friend 
Hate (George King RIP) getting killed 
on the line which made me question 

a lot. Getting harassed by the Old Bill's 
never a picnic in the park either. 
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I was 13 and really into breaking, | noticed graffiti in the film Breakdance and el: Ы т \ uk 
this was what got me into writing. By the time I had left school 1 was seeing | | ) | 
d | ] 26 ‘ ў 2 


insides and stainers on the Big Met from the likes of Event, Rate, and Fiasco... 

these names got me into bombing. 

In early 1990 I hooked up with Cherish who was from around my way, this 

opened a lot of doors for me. Cherish showed me the ways of racking, took me [ 
to my first yard and hooked me up with other writers. 

Between 93 and 95 was a big time for me. London was alive again, | met Sub 

and he set me іп DDS... by now І was hooked. 
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А big thanks to the people 

that took time out to make 
the book happen. Without 

your support it would never 
of been possible... 


Sub, Sham, Drax, Dzia, Diet, 
Spya, Faum, Cosa, Regret, 
Choke, Slam, Panik, Crept, 
Mace, Boast, Ser, Wisher, 
Owed, Met, Odea, Cut, Pac, 
Fels, Prize, 2 Kold, The 

Lost Boys, Dogs and the 
NHS Family, Choci, Doze, 
Comp, Dice, Pirate, Fiasco, 
Rockingthecity.com, Dj Getz, 
Masika, Del, Merok, Zomby, 
Prime, Band, Avea, Merc, 
Urge, Klue, Das, Soz, Chrome 
and Black, Rarekind, 10 Foot, 
Fuel, Blaze, Shoom, Robbo, 
HQ Brixton, Skum, Oker, 
Hokum, Dels, Keen, Snag 
and Fume. Not forgetting my 
good friend Dave and Stu for 
helping me out in a big way 
апа ту girlfriend for putting 
up with me over the years. 


PEACE. 


London Handstyles does not promote 
or condone any criminal activity 

and will not be held responsibile for 
it’s audience. The book has been 
produced to document graffiti as 

a subculture in London. 


This book may not be resold, hired 
out, copied or otherwise circulated 
without the publishers permission 
or consent. 





London’s largest graffiti supply store 


reece iva 
57 ү, Г, 


49 Bethnal Green Road Tel: 0207 033 4029 


Shoreditch info@chromeandblack.com 
London chromeandblack.blogspot.com 
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AOLOTOW 


...works harder 


MASTERPIECE 760PI / 767РІ 
60mm High-Flow nib – 
8 patented color-channels — 
refillable, nib exchangable ы 
Flowmaster'" pump-valve - 
10096 UV-resistant - 


10096 buff-proof & - 
CoversAll™ = Speedflow'" "i quick-drying nitrogen 
We. wu чоо ворон block! | А пом une чопо Blok shiny to 


100% covers-all'™ surfaces - 


i 


available with: 
CoversAII'" ink (760РІ) - 
Speedflow™ ink (767РІ) - 
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Find out тоге on 
www.molotow.com 
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